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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—First thing I heard thismorning was that Max Regis 
and his anti-Semitic tribe of the Algerian Anti-Jwifhad gone to the 
Transvaal to join the Boer army. Was very pleased. If only all 
the rest of the European scum (wherever located) would only take 
the same course, what a happy universe this would be in a few 
months’ time, when we've done the business in South Africa. 


NO SUCH LUCK, 


Max Regis flies to the Transvaal flag 
On Kruger’s foes to trample (?) 
Oh, would each European ‘“ blag ’”’ 
Would follow his example ! 
From Russia, Germany, and France— 
We'd smile upon them sweetly— 
For then we'd stand a gilt-edged chance 
To wipe them out completely. 
Took H.R.H. down to Iwerne, Lord and Lady Wolverton’s place 
in Dorset, before rushing over to see the Gohier-Mercier duel. 
Don’t approve of duels—undignified and silly, like a man making a 
bet because he can’t argue—but glad to find anything called 
Mercier getting a nasty one! Went to look at some Nelson relics 
at the Whitehall Museum, then thought I might as well look at 
the other war relics at Madame Tussaud’s. Was much refreshed. 
Afterwards went down to Devonport and helped Lady Fairfax 
launch H.M.S. Bulwark. Launched—I mean lunched—with the 
committee (or whatever it was) afterwards. Helped them uncover 
Gow’s picture of the Jubilee at the Guildhall Picture Gallery. 
Opened Scarborough’s first Musical Festival. Got Moore and 
Burgess’s 35th anniversary programme nicely started, and then 
went off and opened the Austrian Reichsrath. Left them howling, 
and put ia an appearance at the private view of the Covent Garden 
Ball arrangements. Fog all day. 

Thursday.—Assisted Her Most Gracious to inspect the guard of 
honour of the Gordon Highlanders at Balmoral (ordered to South 
Africa). Opened the first annual general meeting of Lady Warwick's 
Agricultural Association for Women at Stafford House. Saw 
another race fail to come off at Sandy Hook, and took the Guild of 
St. Luke’s to church at St. Paul’s. Fog all day. 

Friday.—Sirdar started after the Kalifa. Told him it was no 
use, but he would go. Went and closed the Scarborough Musical 
Festival. Columbia won the final race against the Shamrock. 
Ichabod ! 

COUSIN JONATHAN, 


Our Cousins in these later days 
No longer rag or rate us, 

But show, in many pleasant ways, 
They quite appreciate us ; 
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They take us warmly by the hand, 
Past tangles they’re unknotting, 

They equal us in kindness and 
They knock us out in yachting ! 


Dined with Professor Laughton and the Whitefriars Club, after 
which down to Her Most Gracious’s grand private concert in the 
Balmoral Ball Room. Fog most of the day. 


Saturday.—Tried to see several football matches—also the 
departure of the Guards from Waterloo—likewise, the Trafalgar 
Day decorations of the Nelson Column—similarly, the Elcho 
Shield taken once more to the Guildhall by the English Team— 
also to open the Speech Day of the Royal Nurse Girls’ School 
(didn’t know there were any royal nurse girls!) at St. Margaret’s, 
Twickenham—couldn’t do any of it for fog—thick fog. Dined with 
the Daily News staff and other celebrities in honour of Mr. W. 
Senior (who did his bit for Fun in the old days), and finished the 
evening at the Inns of Court Hotel with the London Fife 
Association *‘ At Home.” 


Monday.—Went and said ‘‘ Hooray!’ quietly outside the Princess 
Adophus of Teck’s door, in honour of the new daughter, then went 
off and nominated the candidates for Bow and Bromley. Passed 
the rest of the daylight at the Society of Oil Painters’ Winter 
Show. 


Tuesday.—Took the Lord Mayor-elect round to the Lord Chan- 
cellor at the House of Lords, and said we wanted him to be Lord 
Mayor, and please, might he? And the Lord Chancellor said he 
couldn’t allow it just on his own, but Her Most Gracious said he 
might. And so he may. Isn't that nice of everybody? Went, 
consequently, in a very benevolent mood to look at Her Most 
Gracious’s fruit at the Horticultural Society’s place. Then visited 
the cats at the Crystal Palace and the pigeons at the Westminster 
Aquarium. Class! Opened the Law Courts, the Long Vacation 
being at length over—heard that the dogs would be unmuzzled on 
Friday. Ordered my new trousers to be armour-plated, and 
thought the following thoughts :— 


LET LOOBE. 


At last the Long Vacation 

Is comfortably ended— 
At last, to dog’s elation, 

The muzzle-law’s suspended. 
Precedence hasn't puzzled 

The Pow’rs who play day by day— 
To-day the Law’s unmuzzied, 

The dogs must wait till Friday! 


Dined with Lord Salisbury and a lot of other politicians at Mr. 


Choates’. 
Tue Sporrer. 
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lisitur.—‘' And are you the eldest ?”’ 
Daughter of the House.—‘ No, I'm the eldest but two.” preserved man, Mr. Natty.”’ 


Visitor.‘ Who are the other two?” 
Daughter of the House.—-“' Father and mother.’ 


, 


The First Battle of Glencoe, S. Africa. 


(A SECOND DARGAL,) 


Victory ! Glorious victory ! 
That follows swift with giant stride 
The footsteps firm of Britain's Force, 
And fills all hearts with fervid pride. 


Four thousand foes were strongly posted 
On rugged, steep, Montana Hill ; 

Their opening shot was fired at daybreak, 
When all around was dark, and still. 


Then soon began Artillery roaring, 
From finest batteries in the world; 
The Boers’ guns are quickly silenced 
By straight and deadly missiles hurl'd. 
Advance bold Dublin Fusiliers, 
Right up into the jaws of death, 
With fighting Royals— Koyal Tigers 
The crest to reach, stay not for breath 


The Celts advance with bayonet charge, 
The first to grapple, seize the guns; 
The Boers cannot face cold steel, 
In disarray the enemy runs. 


For highway first, and then for river, 
Hussars the base of hill now screen; 

They charge and turn their foemen’s flanking, 
Till night and darkness intervene. 


In tender message from our Queen 

We join; in truth all hearts must bleed 
To learn of gallant sons now fall'n 

In thie their grand, heroic deed. 
Now cruel war's arbitrament 

Brings out strong qualities in mar 
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Linked Together. 


Much dissatisfaction has been ex- 
pressed at the scarcity of caddies, caused 
by the re-opening of the public schools. | 


Wuo was it, when I started off 
To try a first attempt at golf, 
Waited without a grin or scoff ? 
My caddie. 
Who, when I drove a little wild, 
And uttered language far from mild, 
Serenely stood and gently smiled ? 
My caddie. 


Who when I yearned to reach my goal, 
And fierce excitement tore my soul, 
Who pointed out the final hole ? 

My caddie. 
My joys, alas! are past and fled, 
Because that horrid School Board said 
He'd got to go to school instead, 

My caddie. 


Now when I carry clubs about, 

I feel inclined to make a rout 

At being forced to do without 
My caddie. 


It really is an awful shame 

To wreck and spoil a jolly game— 

‘Tis not his fault, I cannot blame 
My caddie 

So vanishes my little joy, 

They take away my latest toy, 

secause they want to teach that boy— 
My caddie. 

Complimentary. 


Miss Gushing.—‘‘ You're a very well- 


Mr. Natty.—‘‘ It’s sweet of you to say 
so, Miss Gushing.”’ 























Stradivarian Sadnesses and Gladnesses. 


(Mr. J. E. Hunt, a young publican of Chapel Ash, near Wolver- 
hampton, paid 38s. for a fiddle, which has since been recognised as 
a 1716 Stradivarius, worth £1,400. The instrument had been 
pawned for a (comparatively) mere nothing by the widow of a 
Wolverhampton musician.— Press. } 


ScraPinG his fiddle-strings amain, 
The poor old minstrel sought in vain 
To scrape sufficient coins to gain 
Snug competence. Too bad 
That none, of all the sprites who sway 
Sweet music, counselled him: ‘‘ Don’t play— 
But sell—thy fiddle, O fiddler grey! 
Hast got a genuine Strad.!" 


Cold grew the minstrel’s digits deft. 
The minstrel’s spouse—poor soul !—was left 
Of creature comforts sore bereft: 
And hardships made her glad 
To forfeit, for a trifling loan, 
Her husband's treasure, sweet of tone! 
Ah, well-a-day! Had she but known 
She owned a genuine Strad. ! 


The Wolf-town ‘‘ uncle '’ meant to do 
No kind avuncular act, when through 
His hands that treasure glided to 
A violin-loving lad. 
No thought more generous than the zest 
Of personal profit moved his breast ; 
For nineteen florins, little he guessed 
He'd swopped a genuine Strad. ! 
The old, old hunt for fiddles made 
By Stradivarius ne'er will fade 
While souls by symphony are swayed : 
But connoisseurs, whose fad 
Was that old hunt, themselves rebuk: 
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Visitor.—* But surely you don't like being exhibited in shop windows ‘ 
dctress.— I don’t know. Do you think you would mind, dear, if you were good louking ?” 


Breaking it Gently. 


AN Irishman, named Patrick Doolan, and a fellow workman, were 
engaged in some excavating work when, just before they were about 
to knock off, the earth fell in, crushing the latter to death. The 
unfortunate man—Timothy Cassidy—was a great friend of Doolan, 
they were next-door neighbours, and always walked to and fro to 
work together, so it fell to Doolan’s lot to break the news to Mrs. 
Cassidy. As he mournfully walked home, he saw Mrs. Cassidy 
Waiting at the door to welcome her husband. 

‘Oi must break it gintly to the pore sowl,”’ soliloquised Doolan. 

“Where’s me husband, Mr. Doolan?’’ was Mrs. Cassidy’s first 
question. 

‘Shure, he’s restin’,” replied Doolan. 

‘Ts he so toired, thin?” 

* Well, Oi don’t know that he’s toired, but he's out av breath— 
very much out av breath,’’ he added, significantly. 

“Oi suppose he won't be long?” queried Mrs.C. ‘‘ Sure his 
supper’s gettin’ cowld.”’ 

‘So is poor Tim,’’ murmured Doolan. 

“Phwat do yez mane, Mr. Doolan?” asked Mrs. Cassidy, sus- 
piciously, 

‘“Whoi, the fact is, Mrs. Cassidy, pore Tim has met wid an 
accident.” 

“An accident? Is it a bad wan?” 

‘Well,’ said Mr. Doolan, eyeing her pityingly, ‘it’s thinkin’ O1 
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Crank” Courtney 
AND THE NENT GENERAL ELECTION, 
Ir at Bodmin this “ crank’’ seeks election again, 
Will his outraged supporters retort nay ? 
They are patriots, and hence, if he does, so ‘tis plain, 
There Courtney will certainly Court nay ! 


Bolting Boers. 


‘The latest news here at Pietermaritzburg is that the Boers 
fled immediately the Dublin Fusiliers made their splendid bayonet 
charge. The Boers could not face cold steel.”"—-Daily Mail. | 


THE war, with a victory has grandly begun, 
Cheer up then invaded Natal-er ! 

See with what mad haste the T’ransvaaler can run, 
Nothwithstanding his vaunted (rans valour! ! 


The Reason. 


He was a very well-dressed and rather fine-looking young man, 
and there was nothing at all grotesque about his appearance, and 
yet,as he walked along a crowded street on the Fifth of November, 
more than one person called after him, “ Guy! Guy! Guy!" Other 
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Missing His Stroke. _ Bn 1: I have got a jay t 


KR! it (: flo voce) } it there } never now ¥v 
rH Y 4 That JOM An Casv i 
Did Schreiner, Leyds, and Smuts* He tarted plucking me, 
'* He fancies he in use ac ! I wit iks he 5S and ta ~ 
So | imagined (entre nous) Phe biscuit, | i . COURSE CONG, 
He couldn't play for nut: \s easy as can be! 


But now, I find, he’s not so blind, The spot stroke game first made my 
For over me he walks; name, . 
A nasty, spiteful kind of man, The trick of that I got; 
He puts me down whene’er he can, Kut now my luck is most unkind, 
And leaves me double baulks. The red, to my disgust, I find 
‘“ Just wait,’’ I said, *‘ it’s off the red Is never on the spot 
I'm generally best ! At cannons, too, 'twixt me and you, 
But really the position palls, A dab I used to be ; 
I always fail to reach the balls, The ‘‘ nurseries "' I used to mak« 
And have to take a rest And now mv very biggest break 
It ts too bad, I hat? been had, Is generally three! 
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Is that which ribald rivals call 
A common, garden fluke! 
I used to play—although to-day 
Men greet my ski!l with jeers ; 
They laugh and say, “ This game is 
new!”’ 
But, then, I haven’t touched a cue 
For nearly twenty years. 
My luck is out, beyond a doubt— 
Just see Joe knock the balls about ! 
I’d like to box his ears! 








It’s ‘** Roi s'amuse,” he’s king of screws; 
And never gets a kiss! | 
The balls you’d think securely | 
placed, 
Till “Bobs” himself were uot dis- | 
graced 
If he should make a miss! | 
But, oh, dear, no! it’s ‘not for Joe,” | | 
He gives his cue a push, 3 
His ball then round the tab! S, . 
To make, to my intense surprise, | 
A cannon off the cush! 
I’m left in baulk—ah, thanks! 
Then comes my turn to pla 
But, bless your life, when I advan 
I see that he has left n 
That isn’t Joseph's way. 
such beastly spite I don’t think right, 
ind there you have it flat— 
Though viciously I strike the ball, 
‘‘ A miss!’’ I hear the marker call. 
Joe smiles: * What are you at?” 
No record break ’tis mine to make; 
No record I shall ever break, 
For Joseph sees to that! 


(Alouwd.) 


My heart beats fast ; a chance at last ! 
A cannon I should make— 
And then, I think, it’s pretty plain, 
Another cannon I may gain, 
Perhaps a decent break. 
At last I find Dame Fortune kind, 
A simple stroke like this, 
Would make a novice fee! secure, 
No cert. could ever be more sure ; 
I really cannot miss. 
When I begin, if Joe would win 
He'll have to stir his stumps— 
To sneer at me he’ll find was wrong, 
At last we really shan’t be long, 
Ah! ah! What ho, she bumps! 
I’ve made an oath to hit them both, 
And hit them both I will. 


+ 
Tur} 4 h ' ’ eee Pee 
VW nat ( A} 1 gracious 





NYE Wha. 


. 

> 
4 
‘) 





' 


Ah,ah ! 





— 
~~ 
cr 
+ 


A (H) Enquiry. 


THERE is a phrase we often hear 
When poets have their say, 
It’s meaning is not very clear— 

They say, ‘“ I’ll tune my lay? 





A hen may well our praises claim 
After a busy day, 

But she ignores all right to fame, 
And never “ tunes her lay.’’ 


" 
— 


Why should a poet with lanky legs 
Make such a fuss for prai 
And mothers proud of lots of eggs, 
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Decline to ‘‘ tune their lays 
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MISSING HIS STROKE. 
















































































To a programme already characterised 





/, Strength and novelty the management of the 
if’ ¢ Empire Theatre have added the fa Egger 
id Reiser company of eight Tyrol ingers, who, 
fy inthe picturesque costum f their ¢ ntr 
iy . ] o | ae ati« saamlet €— + 

t cpio t! ' per uilar native (Udil 18S Ol their 


vocalisation in a manner that has been very 


favourably commented upon in the Cont 
* nental cities they have visited. There will 
be a special matinée performance in aid of 
the Mansion House Fund for che Transvaal 
refugees, shortly announced. 
Mr. Robert Newman commenced his Saturday symphony 


concerts on the 28th inst. at Queen’s Hall, for ‘the winter season. 
Miss Lilian Blauvelt was the soprano; Paul Bazelaire gave a few 
‘cello solos with very fine expression. The first performance in 
England of Tschaikowsky’s duet, Roméo et Juliette, was sung by 
Miss Blauvelt and Mr. Ellison Van Hoose. Mr. Henry J. Wood 
conducted. 


Mr. Henry Gillman’s long and intimate association with the 
Crystal Palace has culminated in the publication of a souvenir and 
guide to that institution of world-wide notoriety, and which has 
been edited by that gentleman with remarkable lucidity and dis- 
cernment. He traces the history of the magnificent building, 
and discourses upon the various properties and exhibits to be seen 
there. The volume is embellished with 16 coloured photographs 
of the Palace and grounds, and can be purchased fora shilling. It 
is a very good shilling’s worth. 


The secretary of Guy's Hospital has forwarded us a copy of the 
most recent report of this hospital, in the anticipation that the 
information it contains may arouse interest in the work of 
re-endowment which has been in progress since 1896, and that we 
may be led to bring the claims of this great charity before such o 
our readers who may be seeking an object worthy of their benev: 
lence. To facilitate the ultimate succ« of the re-endowmen- 
scheme, Guy's Hospital has been empowered by Act of Parliament 
to receive and hold landed property up to the annual value of sixty 
thousand pounds, and it is hoped that the passing of this Act and 
the permanent nature of the Re-endowment Fund will attract 
those benefactors who desire that their gifts shall be held in trust 
for the lasting benefit of humanity. We sincerely hope that this 
appeal will be heartily and generously responded to. 
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Do we want any more public holidays? Someone is agitating 
for an October Bank Holiday, and it has been suggested that the first 
day of November should be devoted to dislocating businesses. That 
day is named in the calendar as “* All Saints’ Day,’’ and I suppose 
that is why some people wish to have it rechristened ‘ All Saints’ 
and Sinners’ Day.”” The notion has evidently caught on, as the 


Royal Aquarium management are going to hold a great bankers’ 


carnival on October 30th to November 4th in support of it. 


Jealousy. 


Mrs. Charming.—_-‘‘ My husband is always at his clu I can't 
think why he doesn’t find his home attractive enough.’ 
Mrs. Plane Perhaps he finds his home att 








FUN. 


A Council of War; or, Counsels of 


Perfection. 
A CROMWELLIAN FARCE IN THREE CANTS. 
DRAMATIS PERSON :— 

Praise-the-Lord Squaretoes (A Pious Fraud) .. President Kruger. 
Lift-A-Psaim Stiggins (A Righteous Humbug) President Steyn. 
AND 

Oliver Cromwell (A Little Ironside on Tin 
FRONDS ceceerssecvrsiocsssesevscceese Gomeedl doubert. 
SCENE: A Conventicle. 
(Curtain rises and discovers the Council in full swing.) 
Squaretoes.—‘‘I much fear me these English cavaliers are not 
men of a goodly life.”’ 
Stiggins.—‘* Woe’s me—but even otherwise! Backsliders and 
evil livers be they, for they drink of the wine while it is red, and of 
the whiskey when it is neat, and they sing the songs of one George 


Robey, even a pestile heretic from Cambridge, which is on the 
Cam.’ 
Squaretoes.—‘‘ Even so? Then must we smite them mightily 
their undoing for their frowardness! Master Cromwell, 
here se 
Cromwell.—‘‘ Yea! I will, indeed, smite them—hip and thigh 
t] ill] but « $ : : : : 5 
—if they will but come out against me, even into the hills. But 


they have encamped themselves in a country which is flat, and very 
open—and they shoot straight—and, peradventure, there may be 
no place behind the which your servant may hide his own poor 
body in the time of danger !”’ 

Stiggins.—‘* Nay ! talk not to us of danger, Master Cromwell, for 
it beseemeth thee not! Go forth, for verily I say- i 

Cromwell.—‘ Yea—and I, too, say. For truly I have come to con- 
sider much the preservation of my poor carcass, for if I fall, then, 
indeed, is the end of all things, so far as your servant is concerned.” 

Squaretoes.—‘' Nay, Master Cromwell, this is unseemly, for have 
not I, who am lord of this landand of the fulness thereof, the owner 
of much flocks and herds, and of much “ perks’ and monopolies of 
dynamite, and of other vanities; have not even I said, that of soap 
and of water I will none—till these English be despoiled, yea 
utterly wiped out !"’ 

_ Stiggins.— Even so! And have not I, who am asa brother and a 
sister—yea, even as a cousin and an aunt to this land, which over- 
floweth with “ perks’ and corruption—have not I said: that of 
baths—yea, of Turkish and all other baths—I will none till——”’ 

Cromwell.—'* Truly, I myself have heard ye speak this thing. 

But, lo, even I, who speak unto you, am not much upon baths, 
and verily, I have said to myself, soap is no treat. But this is but 
babble for children, and there be matters of moment to decide.” 

Squaretoes.—‘‘ Did I not say unto you, Master Cromwell, that 
these English, with their ribald songs and their laughter, and their 
hatred of ‘‘perks’’ and all goodly living—did I not say, that they 
were to be driven even into the sea?”’ 

Cromwell.—‘ Even so! But they are hard men to drive, and very 
stubborn; and I mislike them at quarters which are close! ”’ 

Stiggins.— Truly, I see how it is with you, Master Cromwell! 
But did you not send the white flag, and did not the bearer thereof 
ive the message of my more than pal—that they were to betake 
themselves even into the sea which is at Durban? ”’ 

Cromwell.—‘ That did I! But their commander, who is a man of 

. fiery temper, and headstrong withal, spake roughly with my 
messenger and drove him forth. But one man, even a sentry, gave 
unto him a message in a foreign tongue—words of strange import.” 

Stiggins.— And canst thou remember those same words ?”’ 

Cromwell.— Even so! The message ran: ‘What ho!’ (which 
meaneth, so the English prisoners say, ‘Let them all come!’), 
‘She bumps’ (which meaneth, so my prisoners did inform me, 
‘ Britain is ready ' ).” 

Stiggins.—“*‘ What ho! She bumps!’ this is passing strange, 
Master Cromwell, passing strange! ”’ 

Squaretoes.—‘‘ And hast thou not commandeered any of the 
metal which is called gold? ”’ 

Cromwell.— Nay. I have— 

Squaretoes.—'' Bethink thee again, Master Cromwell, for verily 
this is serious. Hast thou not-——?”’ 
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monopolies will they yield, nay, not a spondulick! Therefore, I 
sav, O, Master Cromwell, heed not that poor carcass of thine, but 
go forth—even into the open. Have I not seen these redcoats?”’ 

Cromwell.—t Even so! But they are no more redcoats. They 
wear a dress which is like unto the sand hill, even khaki—and 
they are not afraid—but they come even unto where you are—and 
they poke at you with sticks which are pointed, and with swords 
which are sharp—aye, they come even behind the place where you 
are hiding—and do not forbear. And they shout even as the thunder, 
and talk the language which is slang, and corrupt the morals of 
the burghers, so that they run, as if afraid.” 

Squaretoes.—‘‘ Even so! But go, Master Cromwell, and see this 
thing through, for I have much possessions, and would feign stick 
unto them, even until the end, and after.” 

Cromwell.—‘ And, what shall I say unto the papers, even the 
papers of Europe ?”’ 

Stigqins.—‘* You will say that the cavaliers, even the English, 
have been driven like sheep before you—and that e 

Squaretoes.—‘‘ Even so— you will pile it on, yea, thick—even unto 
the last gasp, until——”’ 

Stiggins.—‘‘ Victory is ours! 





So long! even, so very long!” 


+B 


Cromwell (going owt very slowly).—‘* Woes me!’ 


(CURTAIN. ] 
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Bound To. 


Mr. Racket.— Julia, I mean to turn over a new leaf.” 
Mrs. Racket (sarcastically).—‘‘ I suppose you will leave a margin 
for a few little escapades ?”’ 























He Likes Us Now. 


THE German Emperor is goin’ to pay 
us a visit next month. ’E’s been a very 
good young man lately, an’ I know 
Grandma will be pleased to see ’im ; an’ 
it’s just on the cards that ’e ’an ’is 
“ little army ’’ might come in a bit use- 
ful if sertin parties should want their 
’eads nockin’ together. I don’t want to 
be warlike, but ‘ow can one help it? 
The smell of gunpowder 'is in the air— 
anyway, it will be on the Fifth. 





WY VA 
\ \ 
1 \ \ Ww\ 
. \ 


SX 


\\\\ 


New Version. 


PLEASE don’t remember 
The Fifth of November, 
Guys, and such-like ‘tommy rot”; | 
I see much reason | 
Why gunpowder treason | 
Should now be quite forgot! 
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“Takes the Cake.” 


Lady (to l'ramp).—‘‘ No, I haven't got 
any home-made cake to give you, nor 
anything else.” 

Tramp (savagely).—‘ You looks ‘ome- 
made yerself; you’re so  bloomin’ 
Plain!” 


What_will Beat the 
Favourite P 
] ASKED the favourite ——* 
The other day oS 
If he'd get taken down? 
He answered “ neigh.” 
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A Ballad of Boers. 


THERE’S a race of Double Dutchmen—known otherwise as Bé-ers— 
Whose virtues are so many that they're difficult to check; 
3ut through all their varied fortunes they have always been good 
goers, 


And they win the greatest credit when they trek—trek—trek. 


Not so many years ago—I can't recall the figures— 
To wallop niggers undisturbed they moved away on spec ; 

But they settled down, and now they'll be wallopped by the niggers 
Unless they make the greatest haste to trek—trek—trek. 


For their virtues, though so numerous, have ne'er included any 
Idea of treating strangers save as servants at their beck ; 

And in consequence the strangers, having grown from few to many, 
Were bound to ask the Double Dutch to trek—trek—trek. 


The Double Dutch refused, for they counted very much on 
Their good allies from Orange State, who also did not reck 
They’d find at Ladysmith another Steyn on their escutcheon, 

And, not approving White-wash, do a trek—trek—trek. 


Moreover, they persuaded Colonel Schiel that 'twould be “ Sehr-nett"’ 
To shell the Red-coats from behind the boulders of Laing’s Nek; 

But the British wore Kharkee, and they carried each a bayonet, 
From which the Colonel tried in vain to trek—trek—trek. 


y 


The tale is still a-making, but I'm bound to add in Candour, 
The moral is—Men do not care for collars round the neck : 
And the Boer will discover when he’s also an Outlander, 


That he who cannot treat men fair must trek—trek—trek. 


Amateur Poet.—‘' I’m a 
Editor (savagely). 


good hand at poetry, sir."’ 
“And I’m, so to say, a good foot at poets!" 
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Old Surliboy 


Rustic. 
Old Surlil y 
one when I was a 
Rustic.—* 





‘Only c 
“Nonsense! What do you want a lantern for? Do you think I used 


No. 


‘ Hullo, fellow! What are you doing here?” 





“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fcx’s’’ WaSHERWOMAN. 


) OT giorious Victories at ncoe an 
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yurselves ‘oar sé 1—for the Roval Irish 
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altus dr raped with crape. - 
nly the beginnin’ of a big flare- 


Ass ha 


‘on ‘is own.” got lost in South 40n- 
don, an’ if it ’adn’t been for a friend]: 
perleeceman who locked me up ies bein’ 
drunk an disorderly (it was a ruse o 
my part to get into saf fety, for I was pu 
fectly s ober), I don’t believe I should ever 
‘ave seen my ‘appy ‘ome agin. 

Sir Thomas Lipton ain’t won the 
America Cup race, but ’e’s won the 
American race—they all swear by 'im— 
wich is, p’r’aps, of more conserquence. 
These friendly contests draw nations 
together more than a good many people 
think. I dessay Sir Thomas will ‘ave 
another ‘“go’’ for the Cup, for ’e’s got 
as much “ go”’ in ‘im as any man livin’, 
an’ ain’t the sort to give in in a’urry. 

I see Sir Howard Vincent, M.P., 
‘as been ritin’ a letter to a paper on 
‘ Alien lmmigration.”’ There’s no doubt 
we're swarmed with pore aliens, most of 
whom wants puttin’ in my copper an’ 
bilin’, for they ain’t ‘‘all wiolets” re- 
gardin’ personal cleanliness. America 
won't ‘ave ‘em at no price, so they 
comes ’ere with their rags an gibberish 
an’ make decent workin’ people fair sick ; 
nearly all the “ sweatin” is carried on 
among these furriners. The Government 
ought to take steps in the matter; ‘‘ it’s 
time somethink was done,” as the 
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urtin’, sir. I'se courtin’ Mary.” 


ung man | ‘angry man said to the restaurant 


I don’t think as yer did, judgin’ by t’ missis!”’ | waiter. 


| 






















































V 
occa 
thar 
disp 

















Ss, 





” 


ANDERS O N’?S 


CITY OF LONDON 


OF BVBRY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 

GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

TAN GLOSS, or 

BROWN LEATHER DEBSSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 


Aek any Bo ‘ Dealer for ANDERSON’S good and be ure vou get 





SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 








